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Gregor, and in the dim light of the little paraffin lamp
barrel of a pistol gleamed dully in his hand.
" Why, aren't you smart ! " Gregor said in a wheedling
, tone. " Well, show us your toy ! " With a swift movement
he seized the cossack by his wrist, and squeezed it with such
force that the man groaned and opened his fingers. The
pistol dropped with a muffled crash to the horsecloth.
Gregor pushed the cossack away, swiftly bent, picked up
the pistol, put it in his pocket, and said calmly: " And
now let's have a talk. What regiment are you from ? How
many of you smart fellows are there ? "
Recovering from his surprise, the cossack shouted:
"Boys! This way!"
Gregor went to the door. Standing on the threshold, he
leaned his back against the doorpost and said:
" I'm a squadron commander of the igth Don regiment.
Quieter now ! Stop shouting ! Who's that barking ? Well,
my dear cossack comrades, what are you making all this
fuss for ? Who are you going to shake out ? Who gave
you such powers ? Quick march out of here ! "
" And what are you bawling for ? " one of the cossacks
half shouted. " We've seen all sorts of squadron
commanders ! Have we got to spend the night in the yard ?
Everybody out of the house ! We've been given orders to
turn all the refugees out, understand ? And you're
kicking up all this fuss ! We've seen people like you
before! "
Gregor went right up to the speaker and hissed through
clenched teeth :
" YouVe never seen anyone like me before ! D'you wan!
me to make a couple of fools out of the one you are ? I'll
do it! Don't back away ! This isn't my pistol, I took it
from your man. Here, give it back to him, and clear out
quick, before I start fighting, or I'll flay the skin off you 1"
He gently turned the cossack round and pushed him towards
the door.
" Shall I let him have it ? " a big cossack with his face
enveloped in a camelhair cowl asked reflectively. He was
standing behind Gregor, closely examining him; Ms
enormous, leather-soled felt boots creaked as he shifted
from foot to foot.
Gregor turned to him and, losing command of himself;